^-™™mn*m(wajuyK3incwo 

Oth, What voyceis this? not dead? not yet quite dead? 

I that am crucll,ana yet merciful!, 

I would not haue thee linger in thy paint, — fo,(b. 

Em. W hat ho,my Lord, my Lord. 

Oth . Who’s there? 

Em. O good my LordJ’de fpeake a word with you. 

Oth. Y es,tis Emillia, by and by : fhee’s dead : 

Tis like (he comes to fpeake ®t Cafsios death'; 

The noyfe was here j ha,no more mouitg, 

Still as the graue : lhall (he come in ? were’t good ? 

1 thinke (he ftirres a game; no,what’s the bell ? 

Iffhe cemc in,(hec’ll hire fpeake to my wife. 

My wife,my wifc,my wi fe; I ha no wife ; 

O infupportable : O hcauy houre. 

Me thinks it (hould be now a huge Ecdips 
-Of Sanneand Moone,and that the affrighted Globe;. 

Should yawne at alteration. 

Em. I doc befeech you I may fpeake with you,- good my Lord. 
Oth. Ihad forgot thee : O come in Emillia, 

Soft, by and by; let me the Curtaines draw, Ewf.Ernil. 

Where art thou ? whats the matter with thee now ? 

Em. O my good Lcrd, yonder’s fcule murders donc o 
Oth. What, now? 

Em. But now my Lord. 

Oth. It is the very error of the M'oone, 

She comes more necre the earth, then (he was wont, 

And makes men mad. 

Em. Cafsio my Lord has kil’d a yong Venetian y 
Cal'J Rodenge. 

Oth. Rederigo kild,and Cafsio kild ? 

Em. Hofajfsio is not kild. 

Oth. Not Cafsio kild,thcn murders out of nine. 

And fwcetc reuenge growes harlh. 

Def O falflydaifly murdered, 

Em. O Lord.what cry is that? 

Oth.. That? what? . .i . ' \ ••• 

Em. Our and alps, it is rr<y Ladyts Yoycc-, 

Hdpc, 


fktdiss. 


T u V VT7T c~ty 

Helpe.helpe^o helpc,0 Lady fpeake againe, 

Sweete Defdmonap fwecteMiftrcffe fpeake. 

J)e[. A guiltlcffe death I die. 

Em, O who has done this deed ? 

J)ef. Nobody,! my felfc, farewell: 

Commend me to my kinde L*rd,0 farewell, 

Oth. Why,how (hould (he be murdered ? 

Em. Alas ,who knowe s ? 

Oth. You heard her fay,her felrc,it was not I« 

Em. She fayd fo,I muft nccdcs report a truth. 

Oth, She’s like a lyengone to burning Hell, 

Twas I thatkild her. 

Em. 0 ,themorc AngclKhe, 

And you the blacker diuell. 

Oth. She turn’d to folly, and (lie was a whore. 

Em. Thou doeft bcly her, and thou art a diuell. 

Oth. She was falfc as water. 

Em. Thou asrafla as fire. 

To fay that (he was falfc .• O fhe was heauenty ttuc.. 

Oth. Cafsio did top hcr,askc thy husband elfe, 

0 1 were damn’d beneath all depth in hell. 

But that I did proceed, vpon iuft grounds, 

IVchis extremity, thy husband knew it all. 

Em. My husband? 

Oth. Thy husband. 

Em. That (he was falfc to wcdlockc? 

Oth. I, with Cafsio: nay , had (he bin true, 

Ifheauen would make me fuch another worlds 
Of one intire and pcrfefl Grifolite, 

1’de not hauc fold her for it. 

Em. My husband? 

Oth. I,twas he that told me firft. 

An honed man he is,and hates the (lime,. 

That flicks on filthy deedcs, 

Em. My husband? 

Oth. What needes this iteration? woman, I fay thy husband. 
Em If he fay fo.may hispemitiotvs foule 
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